/ SATOSHI / 1 


Chapter One 


Some revolutions start with flames. Mine started with a whirr: the low hum of my laptop, 
scrambling to mine the genesis block — the first block in the Bitcoin blockchain. It’s hard to 
believe how far we’ve come sometimes. 

You may know me as Satoshi Nakamoto, inventor of Bitcoin. I am writing this now 
not because I think my words are particularly important, but because you probably do think my 
words are important. My hand is, thus, forced. 

Recent events have made it clear that without a provable, primary source, my 
intentions will be corrupted by those who seek to use my name to further their own agendas. I 
fear this is especially true of the national anarchists, who now have a frightening dominance over 
every channel for news and information distribution. You might think I mean places like Fox 
News. Not just that. I mean CNN, MSNBC, Facebook, Twitter, Reddit, all of it. It will not be 
long before they use these channels to inform you of what they want you to think that J want. 


What a joke. I certainly never wanted a platform. 
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There is no neat starting point for what I must say. If I had time enough to think 
through how I should tell my story, I would not be writing it. So I will get on with it and you 
will, I hope, forgive me for my lack of preparation. 

Let me start by saying that I regret what I’ve done and what the world is to become. 
Don’t get me wrong, I’m no idealist. My grandfather told me what it would take to remake our 
home in the U.S. He taught me that I could only make a new world from the ashes of the old. 
There are too many inequities in our history. If any part of it lived on — the corporate capitalism, 
the retrofitted social justice — then it would doom us anew, like a cancer coming out of 
remission. 

So it’s not the wreckage that upset me; not the carnage; not even the death. Those are 
sad, yes, but necessary if one’s goal is revolution. You might think me a monster for that. I don’t 
care. If I must be a monster to see this world reborn, so be it. 

What bothers is me is the trajectory: what’s likely to come after. I see now that I was 
a fool to think I could unleash centuries of pent-up rage without a plan for how to harness that 
rage after there was nothing left to burn. I was a fool to think that I would be the only one who 
could see the opportunity left in the wake of our razing. 

I fear that it has all slipped out of my grasp already. But, I will keep fighting and I 
will keep this diary so that, after I am dead, at least I can find solace in the fact that you might 
know me for what I am and not what they say I am. 

Who is Satoshi Nakamoto? Why did he disappear? What did he move on to that 
could be more important than reinventing money, the System of our World? Where is his 


mountain of Bitcoin? 
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You are reading this diary, I suspect, to have those questions answered. 
I will try to provide as complete an accounting as my remaining time will allow. I 
only ask that, by the end of it, you pass it on. This can only work if enough people read what I 


have to say. This can only work if the right person reads what I have to say. 


